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Summary: They were dating? How had Steve not known about this? 
Avengers kink meme fill round 27, Steve sucking his thumb, submissive 
Steve, Bruce/Steve slash, HULKSHIELD! 


The Quiet Ones 
**Title:** The Quiet Ones 

**Summary:** They were dating? How had Steve not known about 
this ? 

* *Warnings : * * Slash, maybe a little ooc-ness, but that's about 
it . 

* *Disclaimer : * * I own nothing. The characters belong to Marvel. I'm 
just playing with them a bit. 

**Eill for this Avengers kink prompt round 27** 

**Gen or Any/Steve, Steve sucks his thumb** 

Steve sucks his thumb. Is it for comfort or just habit? How does he 
personally feel about it? Idk just something focusing on Steve 
sucking his thumb and everyone's reactions. 

Team oriented would be nice but also including Sam or Eury or 
Coulson, etc. And especially Winter Soldier/Bucky . Like maybe the 
Winter Soldier is for some reason in the same room as a sleepy Steve 
who's unconsciously trying to suck on his thumb but just can't keep 
it in his mouth, so the Soldier replaces it with his own before he 
even realizes what he's doing because it was something Bucky got so 
used to doing. 

Just anything focusing on Steve sucking his thumb, please? 



**A/N: **Sorry if I totally messed up your prompt, but I've only seen 
the Avengers movies, the first Thor movie, and half of the first 
Hulk, so I really don't know Sam and Bucky ' s characters very well, 
besides of what I read of them in fanfiction. Anyway, hope you all 
enjoy none-the-less . 

**One-Shot** 

It was Bruce who had caught him sucking on his thumb, a bad habit he 
had when he was nervous or bored and never grown out of, but he tried 
not to let anyone see him doing it. He was a soldier for crying out 
loud! Not a baby anymore. It was comforting though and he had little 
to comfort him these days besides his new team mates, whom he was 
proud to call his friends, and his art. 

He had been in Bruce's lab, silently keeping the scientist company, 
and drawing random things since he had nothing else better to do. And 
Bruce was nice enough to allow him to occupy his space with him. He 
liked to think the scientist enjoyed his quiet company, which he 
figured must be a nice break for him away from Tony's loudness. 
Anyway, he still couldn't believe that he let his guard down and 
allowed one of his colleagues and friends to see him like that. He 
must have looked vulnerable and weak to Bruce in that moment, but for 
some reason, he didn't care. Not with Bruce. 

Not when he looked up and caught the scientist staring at him 
with ... something he couldn't quite make out in those suddenly 
enticing dark brown eyes of his. He felt himself blush, and pulled 
his thumb out of his mouth, bowing his slightly a little with 
embarrassment. He could see Bruce smiling at him now from the corner 
of his eye, but it did little to help ease the heat in his face. 

"No need to be embarrassed, Steve. We all have our bad habits. Feel 
free to suck your thumb in my lab anytime you want. I don't mind. In 
fact, I quite enjoy the view, " Bruce offered, cleaning his glasses 
awkwardly as if to prove his point, before returning his attention to 
his project which Steve still had no clue what it was. 

Steve smiled at his generous friend, whom he was beginning to see in 
whole new light. 

Out of all of his fellow Avengers, Bruce was the one he seemed to get 
along with most. Don't get him wrong, he loved them all so much, they 
were like family to him, but Bruce was different. He was the quietest 
and less judgmental. He knew that if any of the others had caught him 
sucking his thumb just now they would never let him hear the end of 
it, especially Tony. 

But not Bruce. He knew he could trust Bruce not to tease him or tell 
anyone about this and that was comforting in its-self. He couldn't 
prevent his eyes from wondering to Bruce' hands typing words into the 
computer with such concentrat ion and he couldn't help but wonder what 
it would feel like to have Bruce's concentrat ion and hands on himself 
instead . 

His eyes widened, shocked at what he just imagined, and shook his 
head, setting down his pencil, and closing his pad. 

"Thank you, " he thanked, trying not to sound as ridiculous as he 
felt . 



>What had he been thinking? Bruce was a team mate, a friend. It was 
impossible, so just forget about it . <p> 

"You don't have to leave, Steve. Really," Bruce said, and Steve 
startled, when he looked up, and saw the scientist leaning against 
the desk, folding his arms against his chest. How did he get so close 
so fast without him noticing? He shook the surprise off, and tucked 
his pencil behind his ear, and the pad under his arm pit. 

"It's alright, Bruce. I'm sure you'll get more work done without me 
around to distract you, " he tried to reason, but could tell Bruce 
wasn't buying it. 

"You're really no bother at all. You're presence is actually quite 
soothing. I can't say for certain, but I think the other guy agrees 
with me. He's only ever really cooperate when you're around. 

Honestly . " 

Steve sighed, and reluctantly agreed, "Well, if you're sure?" 

Bruce nodded, beaming, and Steve suddenly felt that it was a shame 
that Bruce didn't smile more often. He really had a beautiful smile. 
He nodded, and set his pad and pencil back down on the spare desk, 
but didn't open it this time. Instead, he sat back down, and leaned 
back in his chair, enjoying the smile Bruce was giving as he went 
back to his project looking relieved to still have his quiet company 
for a little longer. 

Steve had to admit to feeling the same. 

Around noon give or take a few minutes, Bruce decided it was time for 
a break and for some lunch to which he asked Steve if he would care 
to join him. 

"Sure. The kitchens?" he probed, raising his eyebrows at the 
mischievous, yet hopeful look Bruce was suddenly giving him. 

"Well, we'll have to make a stop there first, but I was thinking of 
going out and getting some coffee and fresh air." 

Steve smiled, "You mean like a picnic?" 

Bruce chuckled, following Steve out of the lab and to the 
elevator . 

"That's exactly what I mean." 

Steve couldn't remember the last time he had been on a picnic so it 
must have been way too long. 

"Sounds great! I can't remember the last time I've been on one of 
those ! " 

Bruce smirked, "I think that means we should both get out more often 
eh?" 

Steve felt himself blush again, titling his head to the side a bit 
shyly, but nodded in complete agreement. 


"Yeah, I suppose I have become somewhat of a shut in lately haven't 



He felt Bruce' hand on his shoulder, not squeezing, but just there, 
and he tried not to tense and make Bruce feel guilty for making him 
uncomfortable. He had just never been comfortable with people other 
than certain ones, touching him. Sure, he had grown close to his team 
mates this past year, but he still tended to hold them at arms length 
unless they were sparing, or trying to help him on the battle 
field . 

Bruce seemed to sense his uncomfortableness and withdrew his 
hand . 

"Sorry. I didn't know." 

Steve shrugged, "Don't worry about it. It's just something I've never 
really grown out of for some reason." 

Bruce looked at him with concern, but thankfully let the matter drop 
and changed the subject. 

After they had gone to the kitchens and gathered their food for the 
picnic, which Steve chose a tuna sandwich and potato chips, and Bruce 
fish and chips, they had left the tower and made their way to the 
park, only stopping at Starbucks for some coffee on the way. They 
chose a spot near the playground, but far enough that they could hear 
each other talk over the kids having a good time. 

Bruce spread the blanket out on the ground, and Steve set down the 
basket on it in the middle, and handed Bruce his coffee , who took it 
and thanked him, patting the spot in front of him indicating for him 
to sit down. 

He smiled down at the more calm and laid back scientist, following 
his order. He was good at following orders. Of course, it wasn't 
actually an order since Bruce was a civilian, but he was content to 
follow Bruce's lead here. The scientist knew more about the twenty 
first century than he himself did after all. 

"So, " Bruce started, taking a sip of his coffee, and then went on, 
"Why don't you tell me more about yourself, Steve? We've been working 
together for over a year now and I still know so little about 
you . " 

Steve shrugged, "There's not much to tell really. I basically grew up 
a scrawny and ill kid from Brooklyn, then came the serum, Peggy, 
Antarctica, frozen in the ice, and then waking up here in the 
future . " 

Bruce chuckled, "That's not much to tell? Don't be so modest, Steve. 
You could write a book about yourself you know. I bet it'd be the New 
York Times best seller." 

Steve snorted, "Right, because who would want to buy a book about the 
true. Captain America?" 

Bruce gave him a hard stare at that and gave him another look of 
concern . 

"What do you mean, Steve?" 



Steve sighed, taking out his sandwich, and taking a bite. 


"I mean. I just get so tired of it sometimes you know. Playing the 
hero and being the strong and brave leader all the time. They don't 
really see me. They don't really want to know that there's a real 
person inside with hopes and dreams and even fears. They don't care 
as long as Captain America saves them. They don't want to know, 

Steve. Just Steve." He knew he shouldn't be taking out his 
disappointments in people on poor Bruce, but now that he started, he 
found that he couldn't stop himself. "Lately, I wonder what's the 
point? Just standing by and waiting till called on the next mission? 
I'm tired, Bruce. Just so tired of it all." 

He could see Bruce reaching out his hand to touch his shoulder, or 
maybe hand, but stopped himself halfway obviously remembering his 
earlier reaction to his personal space being violated. 

"I care, Steve. So do the others, even Tony. He may not show it much, 
but he does care about you. We know you're more than the uniform. 
You're more than our leader, you're our friend too," Bruce tried to 
reassure him, but it did little to help ease his self loathing. 

He frowned, running his fingers through his short but getting 
slightly longer blond hair with frustration, "I'm sorry. I don't 
usually lose it like that." 

Bruce just smiled, "I don't mind. We all need to let go sometimes and 
a shoulder to cry on." 

"You must be a saint, Bruce, for putting up with me." 

Bruce laughed, "I wouldn't go that far, but I try. And just so you 
know, Steve, I do care about you. Maybe more than I should. You're 
not alone . " 

Steve smiled at his friend, feeling somewhat lighter now that he had 
gotten some of what's been bothering him for awhile off his 
chest . 

It wouldn't be until later that night when Steve was preparing 
himself for bed that he realized they had spent the whole afternoon 
talking about himself and his woes and he had yet to learn anything 
more about Bruce. It was almost as if Bruce had planned it that way 
in order to learn more about him, but for what purpose? What could 
the scientist possibly have to gain by getting to know more about 
him? Shaking his head, he decided it was probably best to worry about 
it in the morning. Bruce would still be there. At least, he hoped 
that he would be. 

After breakfast, which Steve mostly spent wondering why Bruce was 
even bothering hanging around with him more than actually eating. 
Shouldn't Bruce want to be spending most of his free time with Tony, 
who was his science bro after all. It didn't make sense to him. After 
he had finished, he decided that his mind needed a break from 
everything and to watch a movie in the living room. He picked A Walk 
To Remember. He was not really sure why, but he was just in the mood 
for something light and god help him romantic. 

He must've been really into the movie because he hadn't noticed 



someone perch themselves down next to him on the couch until he felt 
a hand covering one of his own on top of his leg. He startled 
slightly, looking over to see Bruce giving him an amused look and a 
small smile. 

"I didn't take you for a chick flic fan, Steve," Bruce said, starting 
to pull his hand away, but Steve found himself missing the warmth all 
the sudden and he flipped his hand over, hoping Bruce would get the 
hint, and curl his fingers through his, which thankfully he did. He 
smiled with relief when Bruce laced their fingers together, and 
started rubbing the side of his thumb tenderly. The very thumb Bruce 
had caught him sucking on yesterday. 

"Well, I was in the mood. Besides, it's a good movie, if it a little 
depressing. It's the plot that counts." 

Bruce chuckled lightly, leaning back, still caressing the side of his 
thumb . 

"True. Seems we both have the same taste in movies. Good to know," 
Bruce replied, taking a swig of his coke. 

"Why?" he couldn't help but ask. 

Bruce just grinned, "You'll see." 

"Hey! That's not fair! I thought we were friends?" 

Bruce chuckled, "You're really adorable when you pout, Steve. Not 
that you aren't always." 

Steve could only gape, completely forgetting about the movie for the 
moment. Was Bruce actually flirting with him? It couldn't be. Could 
it? 

He felt his face heat up cursing himself for not thinking of anything 
to reply to that. 

"Ah, thanks," _' Idiot !'_ 

Bruce looked amused, letting go of Steve's hand, patted the top of it 
fondly, and then stood up from the couch stretching a bit, finishing 
his soda. 

"Enjoy the rest of your movie, Steve. We'll talk later," Bruce said, 
crunching the can, and then walked away. Steve watched him go, 
suddenly feeling very alone. Well, more alone than normal that 
is . 

Shaking the feeling off, he shrugged, and managed to get back into 
and finish the movie. He chided himself for crying by the end. What a 
sentimental old fool he's turning into as Tony would no doubt accuse 
him of being if he could just see him now. 

Later turned out to be the next day, Steve was once again 
entertaining himself in Bruce's lab, enjoying the peace and quiet, 
when Bruce decided it was time they talked. 


"So, I know we haven't dating long... 



Wait! What? He blinked. 


"We've been dating?" he questioned, interrupting Bruce, who looked 
taken aback that he didn't know that's what they've been doing. 

How had he not known about this? 

"Well, I did ask you to go with me on the picnic and then watched the 
movie with you yesterday. Also, there's you spending time in my lab 
with me lately." 

Steve blushed furiously. Had he somehow been wrong? He had thought 
Bruce allowed his visits because he enjoyed the company of a friend. 
Had he somehow given Bruce the wrong impression? Not that he didn't 
find Bruce attractive. He most certainly did. It's just, he didn't 
think there was any chance that Bruce could possibly feel the same 
way . 

He decided to hear Bruce out before making any decisions and he 
nodded for his friend to continue. 

Bruce still looked hurt that they hadn't been on the same page 
apparently after all, but continued anyway, "As I was saying, I know 
we haven't been dating long, but I really like you, Steve. I'm not in 
love with you, but I could be, so easily. I think we'd be good for 
each other. Will you be my boyfriend?" 

Steve's heart started to beat faster in his chest. No one has ever 
asked him that before, but should he accept Bruce's proposition? He 
knew they got along well and that Bruce was a good man and would 
never hurt him. Even the Hulk had proved himself trust worthy in his 
eyes. Would it be so hard to fall in love with him? He knew he was 
half way there already, so would it be so bad to give him a 
chance? 

"I'd love to be. Though, you should know that I've never actually 
been anyone's boyfriend before," he warned, because it was only fair 
to do so. 

Bruce shook his head fondly, reaching for his hand, and laced their 
fingers together. He then brought it to his lips, kissing his 
knuckles tenderly. 

"I had a feeling. It's nothing to be ashamed of, Steve. I've never 
actually been anyone' s boyfriend before either you know." 

Steve felt somewhat comforted in that he wasn't alone in being single 
for most of his life. 

"We'll learn what it means to be boyfriends together then," he said, 
basking in Bruce' attention of him, who nodded. 

"Together, Steve. But I feel I should warn you first that I'm very 
possessive of what I consider mine." 

Steve just smiled, "I figured. I don't mind." 

Bruce started kissing each of his fingertips attentively and he 
shivered, suddenly yearning for the scientist to kiss his mouth 
instead . 



"Are you sure, Steve? I need you to be sure because I like control, 
Steve. Not just in the bedroom, but outside of it as well. Are you 
really willing to be the submissive partner?" 

Steve could see the uncertainty in Bruce' dark-brown eyes, yet there 
was hope there and how could Steve crush it when he really didn't 
mind letting Bruce lead him for once. He nodded. 

"I'm sure, Bruce. I'm tired of being the strong one and in control 
all the time. I just want to be me for awhile sometimes. Just, 

Steve . " 

Bruce smiled, "And that's submissive?" 

Steve blushed and nodded. 

"Well, if you're sure then." He heard the seduction in Bruce' voice 
as the smaller man reached up with his free hand, and wrapped his 
fingers around his neck gently, pulling it down, so he could press a 
brief, yet soft and gentle, and even loving kiss against his lips and 
hummed as he pulled away, looking lovingly up into Steve' own baby 
blue eyes. "Hmm, you have no idea how long I've been wanting to do 
that . " 

Steve smiled as Bruce rested their foreheads together tenderly, and 
wrapped his arms around his waist rather possessively. 

"You're mine now, Steve. And I take care of what's mine." 

Steve sighed feeling contentment for the first time since waking up 
from the ice. And the best of all, maybe even loved. 

"Yours, Bruce. All yours." 

THE END 


End 
f ile . 



